The bonny bruicked Laſſie [hz's 
blew beneath the Þye. 


Own by yon River ſide, 


where early falls the Dew; 
Betwixt my Love and I, 


there were kind Kiſles anew; 
There were kind Kiſſes anew, 
berwixrt my Love and [, 
For the bonny bruick*d Laſſic 
ſhe's blew beneath the Eye. 


Down in yon Garden green 
where Ladies make repair, 
There grows a Tree of Pride 
that once did flouriſh fair : 
But now the leaves blown off* 
and it's withered with the Froſt; 
For my Love he is gone, 
and all my Labour loſt. 


[| wiſh I were a Man, 
then if it were my chance, 
in Battel for to die 
although it were in France; 
Although it were in France, 
' to end my Mitery, 
For the bonny bruick'd Laſſie; 
ſhe's blew beneach the Eye. 


It I thought it not Sin, 
my own felt for to ſlae; 
I'd be revengd on him 
who's wrought me all this Was; 
Who's wrought me all this Was. 
and cauſe of my Mil'ry, 
For the bonny bruick'd Laſtie, 
ſhe's blew beneath the Eye. 


When you go over Seas, 
be cunning in your Craft, 
For when you were at home, 
you did viſit me too oft, 
You did viſit me too oft, 
the truth 11] tell you plain, 
For there's nothing in my Mind 
but Love for Love again. 
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